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Cosmopolitan Club would find a ring of listeners
gathered about a chair. In that ring he would
recognize the faces of Thackeray, Dickens, and other
literary celebrities, wiping away the tears which
streamed from their eyes between each explosion of
laughter. He would ask, in surprise, what was the
attraction.

'Only the little fat Cornishman from Bodmin
telling a story.'1

His tales were works of art, wrought out with
admirable skill, every point sharpened, every detail
considered, and the whole told with such expression
and action as could not be surpassed. His c Rabbit
and Onions' has been essayed by many since his voice
has been hushed; but the copies are pale, and the
outlines blurred.

The subject of this memoir had inherited the
Cornish love of story-telling, and the power of telling
stories with dramatic force. But he had not the skill
of Mr. Hicks in telling a long story, and keeping his
hearers thrilling throughout the recital, breathless lest
they should lose a word. Mr. Hawker contented
himself with brief anecdotes, but those he told to
perfection.

I shall, in the course of my narrative, give a
specimen or two of stories told by common Cornish
peasants. Alas, that I cannot reproduce the twink-
ling eye, the droll working countenances, and the
agitated hands, all assistants in the story-telling!

1 He was formerly governor of the lunatic asylum at
Bodmin, and afterwards clerk of the Board of Guardians,
and in turn Mayor of Bodmin. Being very fat, he had
himself once announced at dinner as ' The Corporation of
Bodmin.3 A memoir of Mr. Hicks, and a collection of his
stories, has been written by Mr. W. Collier, and published
by Luke, Plymouth.e years ago a member sauntering into the
